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Which nVsry eoersers drew. 
With lightning's rapid speed, 
He bore thy blessed spirit up aloft, 

And seated it upon a throne, 
With saints and angels in the midst of 
heav'n. 
And is it thus, oh Phelps t 
Thy virtuous spirit fled ? 

Toy work below was done, 
The measure of thy cup was full, 
Too full of fcood, for earth to hold it 
longer, 
Scarce had the autumn sun 
Of life beanVd on thy cheek, 
But autumn's richest store 
Of choicest virt»es (oh > the excellence 
The' loveliness of wise and godly men !) 
Were treasured up as in a boly shrine, 
Within thy own pure bosom's calm a- 
bode. 
Rejoice ! rejoice aloud ! 
Even angels sound above, 
In realms of endless light, 
The gratulation spng ! 
Ye who with fondest love. 
And bosoms torn by all the bitter pangs 
Of warm affection's bursting bonds, 
Watched o'er his bed, when writhed in 
agony, 
The body struggled long 
With dire convulsive throes, 
Till nature ceased the strife ; 
A placid calm ensued— 
And freed from mortal teils, the spirit 
flew 
In liberty's unbounded range, 
Tow ering as eagles high, 
Far o'er the tops of Caucasean hills, 
With rapturous joy to the gates of Para- 
dise. 
But art thou gone, oh ! Phelps ? 
Alas ! alas ! he is gone, 
The friend of humanity ; 
Then flow afresh from sorrow-streaming 
eyes 
The fountains of your tears, 
Ye, who have seen the softness of pity, 
Beam in his eye like the dew-drop of 
spring. 
Let deeper gloom surround, 
And mournful plaints proclaim your 
grief unfeigned ; 
Put on the sack-cloth robes, 
And roll your troubled heads, 
Mourning in dust and ashes, 
For alas ! he is gone 
The friend of humanity : 
Who now will hear your petition ? 
Did he send you empty away? 
No — thou wast nobly kind. 
The gentle boeu of charity 

Was ever sanctified, 
And iu thy hands twice blessed. 



But, oft th* hand that gave, 
Was to the child of want invisible, 
For the gratitude that ftow'd 
Even from sincerest hearts, 
The tribute paid to virtue for tby boun- 
ty, 
Breathed not so pure a joy, 
Nor thrilled such keen delight 
As that small voice that whispered to thee 
peace, 
Diffused in heavenly charms, 
Through all tby raptured soul. 
And art thou gone for evr ? 
Then let the orphan weep, 
Let the widow's sigh be heard; 
For thou couldst feel a fond paternal care, 
And cherish those, whose earthly stay. 
By heaven's high will, 
Was soon— too soon, alas! it seem'd— 
withdrawn; 
Never did filial piety more pure, 
Flow to an anxious father, than to thee, 
Their counsellor, friend, 
The grateful whisperings of their orphan- 
tongues, 
For thousand generous cares ; 

Thy task is done, 
No more shall the storms of life, 

Beat on thy head ; 
But now receive thy reward, 
In heaven, for the righteous decreed, 
A holy unchangeable crown, 
With amaranthine flowers entwined. 
Exulting, hear the words of truth— 
Behold my faithful servant, 
Thou hast well done, 
Enter to joy, 
With the righteous of old ; 
Thy seat is prepared, 
Iu the empyreal sky, a bless'd eternal 
reign. T.H. 

London teb. 8, 1810. 

THE HEFEHTENT LIBEKTINE. 

From the French qfM. Des Barreaux. 

GREAT God of Heaven, whose judg- 
ments are most just, 

Indulgent ever to thy fav'riteman ! 

Alas ! oh ! God, alas ! I've sinned so 
much, 

Mercy may pardon— justice never can. 

Yes ! ob ! my God, I've plunged so deep 
in guilt, 

Thy interest now my happiness must 
oppose, 

Thy power supreme can only vengeance 
choose 

No choict, save vengeance, even thy 
mercy knows. 

Avenge thee then ! — thy glory it de- 
mands; 

Yes ! hurl thy bolts ! 'tis time ! wage war 
lor war — 
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Mercy be silent! — spurn, great God, 

(best tears, 
Sinking, o'erwhelmed, tby wisdom I a- 

dore ! — 
But where, oh, God ! where shall thy 

thunder fall > 
The Blood of Jesus has't not covered 

all? J.W.E. 



TO THE INCONSTANT. 

lES, false one, triumph in my woes, 

And joy these flowing tears to view, 
How just to wound that heart's repose, 

That gladly would have bled for you ! 
Yet poor the pleasure thou hast gain'd, 

And very soon it will be o'er, 
That -bosom, where thou long hast reign'd, 

Shall fondly throb for thee no more. 
Nor vainly think my tears, my sighs. 

Love's still unvanquithed power pro- 
claim, 
Each drop that trickles from my eves, 

But helps to quench his dying Baffle, 



JU D'ESPRIT. 

Le Tems s'enfuit, 1'arrachons, 
Et que se passeroit il si vite, 
Nous entrainantdans safuite j 

Les ailes repandnes 

Abrigent I'etendue 
Le nos vceux les rognons. 

Encore s'enfuit, le laissons 
Nous helas ! ne sommes que mortels 
Vieane l'amour, et surses autels 

Tous les moments, 

Dans un torrent, 
Delajoi nous vivrons. L. 

IP1STLE TO A FRIEND. 

FRIEND, companion more than sister, 

Heart to Pity's feeling's tiue. 
While my tears the paper blister, 

Let me breathe my woes to you. 
Let me to thy friendly bosom, 

Speak the sorrows of niy heart. 
There with trust Jet me repose them, 

Doomed from all I love to part. 
Well thou know'st the fond affection, 

Which I've cherished and concealed, 
That tenderesl, kindest, dear connection, 

Only to yourself revealed. 
Long Lothario bad possession 

Of my heart and fondest love, 
You alone heard the confession, 

Heard tlio' you did not approve. 
Oft you warned me what a distance, 

Fortune had between us thrown, 
Urged how weak would be resistance 

When my heart was all his own. 



That his father proud and haughty, 
Ne'er upon our loves would smile, 

Jealous of his house's honour, 
Would my humble state revile. 

Still would Hope, the fond deceiver. 
Whisper to my anxious mind, 

That Lothario t should ever, 
Full of truth and honour find. 

Oft he swore how dear he loved me, 

Pleas'd I list'ned to his vows, 
Tho' cautious I ne'er gave him other 

Proofs than modesty allows. 
At this period to the city, 

By his father he was sent, 
Had you seen bis grief at parting. 

How unwillingly he went. 

You would never have conjectured 
That so soon his heart could change, 

That he so soon his love forgetting, 
Through the paths of vice would range. 

Soon engaged in dissipation, 

All his love for me expires, 
Gaming, drinking, racing, spending, 

New supplies of wealth requires. 

An old maid with many thousands 

Cast on him an amorous eye, 
Love ne'er smiled upon their union, 

Ne'er will bless the venal tie. 
Your poor friend alone forsaken, 

Torn with love and wounded pride, 
Tho' w ith grief my heart is breaking, 

From the world my woes 1'U hide. 

For the sake of false Lothario 

Single will { pass my life, 
Never shall another lover, 

Greet me with the name of wife. 
Come my friend and soothe my sorrows, 

Come and hush my grief to rest, 
Let me in the joys of friendship, 

Spite of love be truly blest. 

Sappho. 

thr fa1x o? the hose. 
Ye maids of the emerald isle, 

Ye daughters of Erin draw near, 
In the rainbow of grief mix the smile, 

With the soul thrilling, generous tear. 
To you my sad tate I'll untold, 

To yop every sorrow disclose, 
That heart must be cruel and cold, 

Will not melt at the tale of my nose. 
An old maiden aunt was my bane, 

After dinner each day (what a bore) 

She forced me, ah much 'gainst the 
grain ! 

To work at an odious tambour. 
On the nostril a redness began, 

(Ah ! unlike to the bloom of the rose) 
From the tip to the bridge up it ran, 

And empurpled my aquiline nose. 



